"A"                                                    INDIAN
worse man: my ex-punka-coolie, though he is
probably no better, is at least no worse for this day's
justice.
It is true that I received a chit yesterday from
young G------, summoning me to court this morning
for the trial of our punka-coolie; but I wonder why I
went. Not surely because I was summoned. Was it
curiosity or was it because the police had kept the
clock as apiece d* accusation and that I hoped after the
trial to be able to reclaim it and bring it home?
If so, my hopes were fulfilled. I don't think I
have ever liked the clock. Next time it disappears it
will be I who will have thrown it out of the window.
I've never been to court before in India, and I
think I was prepared to be not so much harrowed as
frightened. Vaguely, I had in my mind that I should
have to meet the judge. I don't particularly dislike
the man, though I think him bumptious, but I do
dislike his wife, with her good looks and her blank,
white face.
However,   it   didn't   happen   like   that.    One
forgets that C------is a huge town, and that the judge
is sitting in the Sessions Court (he may even sit in a
wig for all I know, but a wig in the monsoon would
be very unpleasant). I don't even know where the
"Sessions Court" is, and I can't imagine what it does.
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